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When you to cultivate the plant are loth,
}Tis a shrewd sign 'twas never of your growth ;
And wit in northern climates will not "blow,
Except, like orange-trees, 'tis housed from snow.
There needs no care to put a playhouse down,
JTis the most desert place of all the town :
We and our neighbours, to speak proudly, are,
Like monarchs, ruined with expensive war ;
While, like wise English, unconcerned you sit,
And see us play the tragedy of wit.
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